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Unless noted, all images 
© Sofia Dalamagka 


Eleven 


Welcome to the March, 2021, print edition of Dek Unu. In 
Esperanto, “dek unu” means "eleven." Eleven images from 
a single artist. Eleven artists in eleven solo issues each year. 
Each artist's work and words are featured alone and in 
individual focus as the sole purpose for each issue of the 
magazine. Unlike other arts and letters publications which 
might look for work from a variety of artists to support an 
editorial staff's theme, at Dek Unu, theme and imagery are 
always each artist's own. 


This Month 


With this project, Sofia Dalamagka continues the 
tradition of Hannah Hoch, Dora Marr, Martha Rosler, 
and Barbara Kruger, women artists known for photo- 
montages that invite close inspection and reward our 
later, deeper reflection. Rather than polemical agitprop, 
Dalamagka’'s feminist art concerns personal politics, the 
power struggles within four walls, and the tension, the 
violence, and the particular mysteries of life in a family, 
life in the world. Her images are constructed, in part, 
from forgotten mementos, torn, erased, burned, and 
discarded prints and postcards. The artist combines 
this unlikely source material into dark concoctions of 
seemingly randomly assembled fragments that she 
resolves into compositions that always mean much 
more than the sum of their parts. Similarly, her poetic 
concordant comments about each photograph, brief 
clippings from life and literature, add new texture to the 
experience of each image and of the series. 


These are deeply-affecting works that remind us 
that good art sees us as much as we see it. 


Letter to a Stranger 
Dear Father, 


This is not a letter and these are not my words. This is not my voice but only an echo from 
far away. Today, | finally got rid of you, of me, and everything that might be a reminder of us, 
into a trashcan. | threw away all of my childhood and everything that reminds me of my 
lame, left foot. 





The position of women in Greek society, after the Turkish thrall, was determined typically by 
her virginity, which was a taboo theme within a male-held society. The wholly-kept virginity 

of every girl was the certificate of her integrity because it is proof that she wasn't a “used 
object.” The tradition held that the blood soaked sheet the next morning after the first wedding 
night, was the proof of it. If the bride wasn't a virgin before the wedding, the wedding would 

be annulled. This discriminatory custom ended only recently. 





Gazing inside, into the emptiness, into the future, into the past. Stiff bodies follow orders. 
Where to stand, where to put their hands, their mouth loudly silenced, following, fatalistically, 
a pre-defined course. They are narrating the story of life through an unhesitant, static 
beginning. 
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“In Athens, a terrace was the balcony of the folk. Here, he would sit, every afternoon, only 
wearing his pajamas, to look at the clouds, eating big slices of watermelon and spitting them, 
sometimes, non-caring, on people passing by underneath. 


"Always, there will be a friend on a balcony, looking far away at the old houses and apartments. 


-Taken from Today and Tomorrow and Yesterday, Alekos Fasianos 





The curtain falls, but childhood, like a television screen which interferes between reality and 
dream, demands for audience. | can hear children’s voices running fast. Fast steps. Children 
trying to be migratory birds. Voices that turn into screams. The children are trapped. They 
will continue to exist and dance between these walls and ruins through a still stand that 
looks like a deception. 





When Manolis stood by the window, with the view behind him exactly like in the portrait, the 
circle closed. Mina looked at her feet, her shinbones. They seemed pale to her. Flesh 
vulnerable and accessible, while Manolis’s hands, opposite her, touching the window ledge 
were hard flesh, difficult to touch, silent. 


It was 3:00 o'clock in the afternoon and Manolis was standing by the window in his uniform. 
That's how she first saw him last summer, when she visited the police station for her residence 
permit. 


“How long can | stay?” 


“As long as you want, if you draw me!” he told her with a smile, while putting the stamp on 
the paper. 


Taken from Margarita Karapanou, Sleepwalker 
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Making her coffee, was always a sacred ritual for my grandmother. You turn on the stove, 
you pour some water into the small coffee pot, and you let it simmer. Before it starts to boil, 
you take it down, you pour half of it into a cup, and you add two spoons of coffee and one 
coffee spoon of sugar to the rest of the water in the coffee pot. Stir gently clockwise until the 
sugar Is dissolved, and add the rest of the water. Put onto the stove again and wait until it 
rises to kiss the edges of the pot ... fresh Greek coffee. 





Letter from the U.S.A 
Dear Mother, 


| work in a factory that makes sheet iron. The work Is hard, but | get paid extra money for 
the extra hours | work. | think about the village, the sea, the fields with the olive trees, all the 
time. 


| put money aside, so as to save it and manage to come back in two years and buy some 
land. Hopefully, | will make it. | dream about my own land and getting horses. 


| can't complain, but there are times where | feel really old and I’m only 30 years old without 
a woman by my side and | already feel like 85. 


| wore the good suit today. | went to a photographer. He asked me to stand still and look at 
the big wooden box opposite of me. Times have changed. I’m counting the days, months, 
until | see you again. 





“Because the world is so full of death and horror, | try again and again to console my heart 
and pick the flowers that grow in the midst of hell.” 


— Herman Hesse, Narcissus and Goldmund 


You look at us indiscreetly, like uninvited visitors you enter our photography domain. We can 
almost hear you walking on the tip of your toes. The floor is squeaking; you are about to fulfill 
an act of symbolic “mending” of the history of the family. 


You rip us off the frame; you throw us out of the family album, hoping that, this way, you will 
delete us from your memory with all the rest of the unwanted facts. 


A fictional catharsis is being done with calculated moves while we are torn apart. This is what 
you presume we do as we drown into a latent form, in dreamland... 





December of 1955 


You will have the time. To grow up, to talk. Alone. And the three wounds will be there. Living 
and feeding from you. 


Don't rush. You will have the time. The truth will always be there to invade through the cracks. 
It will be December and you will be standing in front of the vitrine. 


Without a home, without an identity, you will be trapped inside the memory of broken pieces, 
in a life that is a “trap,” ready to escape and to let go of the childhood photograph. 


Only the truth will be left on the wall. December, again, it will be, and you will be alone with 
your mind on fire. 


Evanescentium Memento? Interesting title! 

For me, it represents the identity of the project. We live in a time 
where people become scavengers, they collect photographs. We 
gather pixels on hard disks and monitors. Amemento is tangible. You 
can hold it in your hands. | wanted to emphasize that. But photog- 
raphy balances between memory and oblivion. The one thing that is 
sure, is her evanescent nature. Like everything that is evanescent and 
transient, (even we are), the nature of the photograph is to negate her 
own character. Yes, a photograph is an evanescentium memento. 





Sofia Dalamagka 


So, if we could realize through the identity of the photograph that our 
presence is only temporary on this planet, maybe we would change 
the way we deal with the people around us. We are not of such great 
importance as we might think. Life, sometimes, lasts only as long as a 
snapshot! 


This project is a change from your other work. An experiment? 


| wanted something totally different in this project than what | had 
created before, even if that meant that | had to unsay everything that | 
believed about photography up to now. It was a risk. 


Normal is boring, normal is ordinary, | don’t believe in its 
importance. In my opinion, being “put in a box’ is what actually 
motivates it. Normality, even in photography, is a trap: it states the 
absence of identity, character and personality. 


Making the images, | felt a deeper need to almost “desecrate” 
the pictures as | found them until they are “reborn” into a new 
form, All the old family photographs which | discovered, as well 
as those of strangers, found in garbage bins, drawers, dusty 
boxes in antique stores and abandoned houses, whisper in my 
ear and ask for justice. Restoration from injustice. To stop the 
punishment of oblivion and decay was what motivated this 
experimental project. 


Your artis very personal. Is it autobiographical? 


| believe, without doubt, that in anything that is connected with 
creating, and in order to speak authentically, one should always 
put his personal truth and part of his soul into his work. Yes, 
there are my own experiences in Evanescentium Memento, 
which | included through free association or symbolism through 
indirect reference to remembrance and oblivion. The background 
of my life's memories re-shapes and re-figures this series of 
photo-graphs. Sometimes, a picture can turn, through creativity, 
into an act of revenge and, at other times, into an act of 
catharsis. 


This series, and many of your other works, are also very 
“dark,” both in tonality and mood. 


| definitely am an introvert, a pessimist maybe. A realist definitely. 
Life has its dark sides. Nevertheless, this might be the way of the 
Universe to make us appreciate the light, those bright and sunny 
people and moments. Happiness Is a selfish feeling. You live it. 
Not many aesthetically successful artworks have expressed joy, 
happiness, and optimism. Pain, the dark side of ourselves. is the 
motivational power for creativity. As | grow older, | take 


happiness from small and stupid things: a turquoise flower like the 
Greek sky, the saltiness of the sea, the funny faces my dog makes, 
a walk with my friends. “Happiness is moments,” Aristotle once said. 


What takes away the smile from my face is greediness and egotism 
these days. Being humane isn't considered a virtue anymore, since 
industrialism, consumerism, and materialism have replaced human- 
ity. We have to pay the price of modern society, materialism, and 
consumerism, and those frighten me and make me sad. We de- 
stroy more than what we create and that is scary 


You are a “reader” who has a clear sense of the power of 
words. Does literature influence your visual art practice? Do 
you write for publication? 


When | want to get answers for everything |’m trying to express, | go 
back to my books. |’m deeply connected to them. | often visualize 
the words I’m reading. Sometimes they imprint into my subcon- 
scious and, later, turn into visualization, the idea for an artwork. 
Words are alive: they breathe. 


When looking at my work, many spectators might see it as being 
affected by Franz Kafka, Edgar Allan Poe, Virginia Woolf, Fernando 
Pessoa, and Charles Bukowski. | have written articles through the 
past 3 years for Greek photography sites (Ifocus.gr, Photologio.gr) 
as well as a Greek magazine for photography (Photoneft). 


Your other academic training outside the arts has also strongly 
influenced your photography. 


| have finished the University of Physical Education and Athletics 
and | am an ex-athlete. | was trained to see and handle a body as a 
living machine that produces work. Maybe my whole life moves 
around that. My training helped me to understand the body as a 
mold and as material, the carrier of ideas, fantasies, and desires. 
with its own ability to re-shape and re-form in content and 
substance. 


| believe that learning never ends! A creator must take influence 


from any other art form and shouldn't rest assured. Two formal 
courses | have taken have influenced my work significantly. In one. 
| studied expressions of gender and sexuality through the centuries 
in painting and art trends. Another very interesting art class was 
about literature and visualization in Japan, where the two are seen 
as correlative, with painting and photography co-existing and 
developing together in the same frame. 





Remember your start? How you decided this was your life? 


Although | started photography in 2011, through the first years, my 
relationship with it was almost "childish." Later on, though, when a 
pandora's box of violent feelings, grief, loss, experiences | had 
hidden in my subconscious, opened in my life, photography turned 
into my way of existing and breathing. Being rejected and 
canceled was part of my day. But | Knew what was hidden inside 
me, | just hadn't found the way to express it, to give it a form and 
hypostasis. Rejection made me persistent and turned me into a 
better photographer. The magical words of one of my professors, 
"Your portfolio is without coherence," made me look for my identity 
as a creator without becoming trapped inside it. Art gradually 
helped shape my internal chaos. 


In Evanescentium Memento, you play with “found” imagery. 


This project, as weird as it may seem to the reader, made me con- 
nect with the inner child that was really deeply hidden inside me. 


Children love to play; they discover new stimulations, pictures, 
ideas. With the desire and curiosity of a young child, | used to get 
lost inside of dusty boxes in old antique shops, inside archives of 
family moments hidden in drawers, inside closets, old photo 
albums, and hidden corners in bedside tables. 


Family portraits and photographs that | discovered by luck, left 
behind to the oblivion of time, are now safe and sound, without 
moisture, in my own house, and are the very first material of this 
project. | also gathered a whole archive of old pictures and 
postcards from an era long ago: abandoned buildings, military 
camps, houses, warehouses, which became another foundation of 
this series of artworks. 


Describe your process? Does concept precede shooting? Or, 
is it shoot first and, then, see what happens in the studio? 


Many hours of thinking go by before | decide what | want to say and 
which pictures | should cling together to connect as a whole, 
without mismatched elements. Many demanding hours of working 
with Photoshop, many failed efforts, lots of experimenting, and a 
wide imagination are necessary before the final "YES, that’s it HI" 


Particularly for works in collage, knowing when it's “done” can 
be an issue. Can you exlain how you know when "that's it?” 


You can feel it inside, like a string, or like a breeze. A fulfilled project 
gives you the feeling of inner poise. That everything is exactly 
where it’s supposed to be. That the smallest change will destroy the 
storytelling and the narration. If you feel the slightest disturbance, 
like an annoying mosquito bite, for even a small part of your work, if 
doubt Is born inside you, then it is probably not ready yet... | have 
sometimes returned, with a more mature eye, to some of my older 
projects. Some of them are poorly-developed or incomplete, 
images that seem as if | don’t know where | am artistically. Some of 
them are being completed now, years later, by turning them into 
something new. Art needs time and space and, often, for the artist 
to be able to see through new eyes and with an open mind. 


How do you Dalance art and the rest of a busy lite? 


| think that everything that has to do with art demands discipline 
and some sort of balance between stolen moments and an 
organized program. Most of the time, | “steal” time from my 
sleeping hours. At night, when there’s total silence, | can focus 
more and work on what I'm thinking of materializing. | think of 
almost all artists as night owls or at least, most of them. | usually 
stay up until late at night in a workroom which | also use as my 
studio, with my dog next to me, snoring away while lying at my feet. 


Is there someone who gets to see new work from you first? 
A first responder for informed editorial opinion? 


| rarely present my work to friends, professors, teachers, or even 
my mentors. I'd rather that it is directly evaluated by publishers, 
chief-editors, editors, or galleries. Almost always, subjectivity in- 
vades, and | rather prefer strict objectivity with touches of 
subjectivity. That’s why | choose impersonal judgment, meaning | 
try to be judged by experts on the subject who don't really know 
me personally. | think it mostly has to do with my need to be 
independent. 


Looking back, is there anyone, in or out of photography, who 
has been expecially helpful or influential? 


There was a photographer and professor, who had lived for many 
years in Sweden, and his style was influenced by the North- 
European style of photography. Even the dull weather had 
affected his mentality and his photographic work. His optical-visual 
look was controversial and inspired by the Dada movement, by 
Max Ernst, Andre Breton, etc. With his controversial look, our 
lengthy and interesting conversations about photography and art 
in general, and his personal advice, he affected my own work and 
he was, maybe, the main reason why | decided to get involved 
with mixed-media techniques. Our ways parted a long time ago, 
though, and that’s why | choose not to refer to him by name. 
Nevertheless, I'd like to thank him. 


Is there anyone you remember not so fondly? 


The administrator and developer of a well-known photography site 
in Greece had told me that | was ",.. nothing but a photojournal- 
ist...!" | was shocked. | don’t think it’s offensive to be called a 
photojournalist. On the contrary. | think it’s a terribly demanding 
kind of photography. What actually bothered me was the fact that 
she didn't really have a clue about who | really am, and that, 
basically, what she wanted to do was to use me. She wanted to 
manipulate me, for her own advantage and to benefit her 
photography site, at the expense of my own artistic identity... which 
| was trying very hard to form. A “hatching” artist should be able to 
make the choice about what she is, what she wants to be, and 
whatnot, without being manipulated and without being put under 
pressure. A few photo reportages aren't really enough to turn you 
into a photojournalist, as my work, since then, makes very 
apparent 


“If anyone tells you there is only one way, their way, get as far away 
from them as possible, both physically and philosophically.” 
-Jim Jarmusch 


Your work provokes strong audience reactions, both positive 
and negative. 


Sometimes, people are shocked by the pictures | create. Other 
times, people think that, by looking at my pictures, they can know 
who | am. | never really cared to be someone everybody likes. 
That is not the purpose of my art. Most of the time for me, an 
“annoying” picture is more of a success than one that is liked! A 
negative comment or review means you have managed to 
provoke something deeply hidden inside, so as to bring it up and 
confront the reader with it. There are comments that are on point, 
but also comments that don't serve their purpose because they 
were made by ignorance. | understand that and go on. To have 
the ability to “read” a picture only by looking at it as an onlooker 
demands knowledge and training on many levels. It is our 
responsibility to train the audience. The first thing, when it comes 
to Art, is to seel 


Other critics aside, are you a harsh self-critic? 


Anxiety is my permanent companion. Satisfaction is rare and lasts 
only for a while. My friends complain about that; they keep remind- 
ing me of where | started and where | am now, what | have accom- 
plished. Feeling unsatisfied though, is always there, smiling pro- 
vocatively at me. Because it knows. It’s a curse and blessing at the 
same time. It's what feeds you again and doesn’t give you the 
allowance to rest. It asks for development, to get over your limit of 
creativity, to put your whole self into your work, even if you have to 
go through walls. Being unsatisfied pushes you to almost touch 
madness with the tip of your fingers. A little bit of creative madness 
is harmless, but necessary. 


| push myself to get out of my comfort zone, to engage with the 
unknown, and to try something new that may end up a totally failed 
project. | don't like repeating myself. | hate everything that has to 
do with being static. | walk with my truth. 





For Evanescentium Memento, | listened to my intuition and ignored 
my worries. This particular project is an important thing because it 
marks my taking a more visual approach to photography and its 
being published motivates me to explore even further. 


Analog? Digital? Both? A preference for one or the other? 


| think both, even though | consider analog photography to be strict 
and demanding, laconic. and difficult. Digital photography did, in 
one way, liberate us; but, it turned us into terribly non-thinking, bab- 
bling photographers. Quantity is chaotic in comparison with quality 
and there is lots of visual garbage that passes before our eyes 
while surfing on the Internet. | serve photography, any kind of box 
through which light passes is enough for me to use as a camera, 
no matter the format, the lens, analog, or digital! 


What's next? A new project on the horizon? Has Covid-19 
impacted your plans? 


There is no gallery at the moment that represents me, so that is 
maybe one of my next goals. The pandemic and the way 
everything has evolved on a worldwide scale doesn’t support 
culture, arts. and exhibition spaces, | think. | choose carefully 
where | will send my art. | respond to selected calls, contacts, and 
offers of collaboration: and | follow what’s happening inside and 
outside the borders, in galleries and magazines, and anywhere | 
can claim the best chance to communicate my work. 


| have created and curated "Under Negotiation,” a photography 
exhibition that features only women artists. Due to the pandemic, it 
has been canceled twice so far. It is a collective project, and It is 
my job to inspire those who are taking part in it. The place it is sup- 
posed to be exhibited is a wonderfully-preserved old building, in the 
centre of Athens, which has a great history behind it. This is my 
next big challenge and | demand nothing but to overcome myselfl 


Every woman taking part in it negotiates in her own way the multi- 
dimensional and multi-sided female psycho - synthesis, without 


fear but with great passion. In Greece, women photographers are 
not at the level of inclusion, popularity, and influence where they 
should be. Beyond the skepticism we want to create, an exhibition 
such as "Under Negotiation" as a way to point out inequality and 
non-identification of women's worth in the arts, in employment, in all 
things. The choice of a photographer in the photography domain 
should be based on the talent of the photographer and not based 
on the gender! 


Thanks, Sofia, for sharing your remarkable images and 
perspective! Here are your links so we can stay in touch: 


Social : facebook.com/sofiadalamagka 
Instagram:  instagram.com/sofia_dalamagka/ 
E-mail: sofiadalamagka [at] gmail [dot] com 


To Buy This Issue In Print 
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Visit www.magcloud.com to buy this 
M | issue or any back issue of 
agC Te Dek Unu Magazine in paperback. 


Full color, 36 pages, perfect-bound. 


Sales support the artists and not-for-profit 
Dek Unu Magazine 


Dek Unu Magazine, a division of Dek Unu Arts, publishes and promotes fine art photography as a not-for-profit entity located 
at 1618 San Silvestro Drive, Venice, Florida, United States of America. Dek Unu Magazine, ©2018, 2019, 2020 Dek Unu 
Arts, all rights reserved. Unless noted copyrights for included images are owned by the artists and used by permission. 


Dek Unu Magazine publishes eleven monthly editions online at https://www.dekunumag.com and in print on demand through 
Magcloud, a division of Blurb, Inc. Please see guidelines for submissions at https:/Awww.dekunumag.com/submit and direct 
questions regarding the publication process to dekunumag@gmail.com. Other correspondence: dekunuarts@gmail.com. 
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